THE LIFE OF THE RIVER
THE WIDTH OF THE TlGRIS IN BAGHDAD IS ABOUT FOUR
hundred yards, a noble stream. It is the only sweet and
jfresh thoroughfare of the town: not clear water, but
lion-coloured, like Tiber or Arno, Its broad flowing
surface is dyed by the same earth of which die houses and
minarets on its banks are built, so that all is one tawny
harmony. Its low winter mists in early morning, or
yellow slabs of sunset shallows when the water buffaloes
come down to drink after the day; its many craft, evolved
through the centuries so that one looks as it were upon an
epitome of the history of ships from the earliest days of
mankind; the barefoot traffic of its banks, where the women
come with jars upon their shoulders and boatmen tow their
vessels against the current: all this was a perpetual joy in
my new home.
I used to watch the different vessels from my terrace-
Gufas, bowl-like coracles of woven basket coated with pitch,
with a blue bead or two acid a few cowrie shells embedded
for luck in the rim, floating down filled with sand or
melons; the boatman with his square clumsy oar gives a
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